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5 PRIZES! 5 Complete $280 Art Courses, including Drawing Outfits! 

Draw the girl and try for a prize! Find out if you have profitable art talent. If 
your drawing shows promise we give you professional comments on it free! You’ve 
nothing to lose—everything to gain. Mail your drawing today! 

Amateurs Only! Our students not eligible. Make copy or girl 5 ins. high. Pencil or pen 'only. Omit 
lettering. All drawings must be received by August 31, 1952. None returned. Winners notified. 
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500 S. 4th St., Minneapolis 15, Minn. 

Please enter my attached drawing in your August 
drawing contest. ( please PRINT) 
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take it easy WITH HIM, 
HOMBRES ! HE'S JUST A 
HARMLESS OLD MAN ' 


YUH WON'T INTERFERE 
WHERE YUH AIN'T 
WANTED AGAIN 1 A 



Just then,monte hale rides op , 


JUST KNOCKED THE BREATH OUT 
1 OP ME, MISTER ! WOULD YOU MIND 
GIVING ME MY PRAYER BOOK ? 

^ MUST HAVE FALLEN OUT OP 
W f\ MY POCKET < -__ 


THOSE TWO BIG HOMBRES OUGHT 
TO BE ASHAMED OP THEMSELVES, 
ROUGHING UP AN OLD MAN ! 


'WHEN I'M RICH I'M GOING TO\ 
COME BACK HERE AND BUY ) 
THIS GAMBLING HALL! I'LL / 

> MAKE IT OVER INTO A PLACE ) 
WHERE FOLKS CAN HOLD/ 

MEETINGS! ) A WORTHY K 

s -1 PROJECT! BUT 

l ( HOW DO YOU AIM TO 
\ I 1 R'CH ENOUGH TO 
JlF®*=rr oorr? > 


HERE YOU ARE ! \ WOULDN'T BE NO 

I'VE A GOOD MIND \ USE,MISTER! 
TO 60 BACK IN THEY'RE 

THERE AND TEACH J SINNERS AND 
THOSE TWO y THEY ARENIT 
RUFFIANS A y THE REPENTING 
MUCH NEEDED / TYPE EITHER l THE 
LESSON ! / FLAMES OF PERDITION 

femsri f —w^aae shore enough 
——*GOING TO GET THEM J 


r SEE THIS HERE MAP ? 
SHOWS HOW TO REACH 
A PLACE WHERE THE 
LAND'S SO RICH IN OIL 
IT JUST BUBBLES OUT 
OP THE GROUND l s 
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MAYBE IT'S WORTH INVESTIGATING, ) |F HE DOES/ HE 

MIKE , IF HE REALLY HASSOT A / WON'T HAVE IT 
MAP THAT ©HOWS WHERE LONG! J 


THE OLD GEEZER SAID 
THAR WAS OIL SOME¬ 
WHERE IN THIS PART 
OP THE COUNTRY i ^ 


\ THAR'S ALWAYS BEEN '—- 

1 INDIAN TALK ABOUT IT i BUT 
/ X NEVER PUT NO FAITH IN 
WHAT THEY SAID i THE OLD- 
V TIMER SAID HE HAS A 
Cjr MAP .THOUGH i y- _' 


SEAN WHILE. 


POOR FELLOW. 
HE'S EATING 
LIKE A STARVED WOLF' X 
OPINE HE HASN'T HAD A 
SQUARE MEAL IN A LON© f, 


THAT WA5 RIGHT 
GOOD EATING, 
MISTER HALE l > 
YOU'RE MIGHTY 
KIND TO PUT ON 
THE FEED BAG , 
FOR ME i 


I FIGGER X WILL, MISTER HALE i 
YOU SEE, I SPEND A LOT OP TIME 
IN EACH TOWN TRYING TO SAVE A 
FEW POOR SINNERS , SO l‘VE GOT 
■R) TRAVEL BV NIGHT TO MAKE 
UP FOR LOST TIME l j --sj$j 
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VAMOOSE! that 

BIS HOMBRE ISN'T . 
HUMAN 


MAYBE I SHOULD HAVE 
FOLLOWED THEM l BUT 
I KNOW WHO THEY ARE 
AND THE SHERIFF CAN 
ARREST THEM LATER ' 
HOW ARE YOU, JEM&ON ; 


THIS MAKES TWICE I'M 
OBUSED TO YOU, MISTER. 
HALE J THEY WERE THE 
SAME VARMINTS WHO 
THREW ME OUT OF THE 
GAMBLING HALL ' > 


I'LL REPORT WHAT HAPPENED 
TO THE SHERIFF i YOU'VE HAD 
A TOUGH NIGHT, OLD-T/MERi 
DON'T YOU THINK YOU OUGHT 
TO REST HERE TONIGHT ? V 


NO I I'LL BE MOVING 
ALONG —TC> FIND 
THAT OIL FIELD i 
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WE'LL LET THE OLD WE'VE SOT NOTHING TO 

GEEZER FIND HIS OIL FIRST \ LOSE i COULDN'T 
AND THEN TAKE IT AWAY J STAY IN LAS DULLES, 
FROM HIM i THAT IS , ^ANYHOW i THAT BIG 
PROVIDING THAR REALLY ) HOM8RE IS LIKELY SWEAR- 
IS OIL WHAR HE SAYS l J ING OUT A WARRANT FOR 
US THIS VERY MINUTE ' 


HE'S RIDING ALONE L X 
RECKON WE CAN JUMP 
HIM ANY TIME WE V 
WANT TO L r 


...THERE'S OIL IN ITi JUST 

LIKE IT SAYS ON THAT OLD , 
MAP THAT GUIDED ME HERE! 
OIL, SO CLOSE, IT BUBBLES 
UP TO THE SURFACE i_ 


MAlEANWHILE, OLD PETER JEMSON FINALLY ARRIVES 
AT HIS LONG SOUGHT DESTINATION i 


JUDGING FROM THE LAND, THERE 
COULD 8E OIL HEREABOUTS I HMMM 
THIS ISN'T PLAIN WATER.... 



I'VE MADE MY STRIKE NT'WE'VE GOT TO] 
AND I’M RICH J I’LL HEAD \ HAND IT TO 
BACK TO THE LAND OFFICE ] YUH, OLD- k 
AND FILE MY CLAIM TO / TIMER i YUH 
THIS HERE PROPERTY l / SHORE WERE 
? _ RIGHT l j 


WE WERE AFEARED YUH WAS JEST 
CRACKED IN THE HEAD .' BUT YUH . 
FOUND OIL ALL RIGHT i TOO BAD J 
YUH AIN'T GOING TO UVE TO 

GETANf r ------— 

OF FT l J ..... 


WOULDN'T) / HAW- 
^WE? jS ( HAW 


YOU WOULONT. 
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NOW LETS HIT THE TRAIL 
TO THE LANP OFFICE , 

anp file ous y 

CLAIM! 


SwiFTLY, PETER JEMSON SETS FiRE 

to a fagot of owed branches anp 

TOSSES IT FAR OUT ONTO THE POMP 


THAT OIL. 5UCK 
ON TOP OP THE 
WATER WILL 

BURN : 


A FI RE j IT MUST 0E 
right near whar we 
LEFT THE OLP GEEZER, 


SHE'S..-BLAZING 
AWAY l IF ONLY 
SOMEBODY....SEE 
IT...IN TIME i 
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JUST A5THE RUTHLESS HANDS 
SQUEEZE THE DEATH TRIGGERS.. 


IT'S THE BIG HCMBRE, 
HE SHOT THE GUNS 
OUT OF OUR y—-• 

HANDS j J 


LETS NOT BOTHER 
WITH SMQKEPOLES 1 


) I'LL GET 
'MINE BACK. 


MV HORSE,PARPNER, has THAT 
RANN l E UNDER CONTROL i > 
LUCKV FOR YOU i JEMSON, ^ 
THAT WE WERE RIDING A ‘ 
NEARBY WHEN WE SAW J 6 
THAT SHEET OF FLAME l Jpm 


r ) IT WASN'T JUST ^ 

) LUCK, MISTER HALE l X 
' ALWAYS SAID THESE 
SINNERS WOULD GET CAUGHT 
BY THE FLAMES OF 
*m. PERDITION : 


EAhHh/ 





HMMM J BUT YOU 
SET THAT FIRE 
YOURSELF, , 
. JEMSON ■ C' 


SHORE r DID l BUT I 

WOULDN'T HAVE BEEN 
ALIVE TO DO IT—IF IT 
WEREN'T FOR THIS i 


M.Y PRAYER BOOK i THE ' 

TWO BULLETS THEY FIRED AT, 
ME LOOGED INTO THESE / 
PAGES 1 KNOCKED THE ^ 
BREATH PLUMB OUT OF ME J 
FOR AWHILE J ^ 
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6iAD we'ize 

WEARING DUR 

//THlgive 
//“ HIMA 4 
( *FLYING 
U V BLOCK." 


'MAYBE ~ 
WE CAN 
Stop him 
at the ^ 

OOP NER1> 


. 41 * wise. 


' 1. THE IMPORTANT Wf# 
RIGID WEDGE 
HELPS KEEP THE 
< WEIGHT OF THE 
> BOD/ CHTHEf - 
A OUTSIDE OP 

V T HE NO RMAL FOOT...DECREASING 
N^M^fOOT AND LEG MUSCLE 
M5r\ STRAIN, INCREASING 
IENDURANCE. ^ 

2. SPONGE RUBBER. ) 
S\<-^ / ^ CUSHION. V 


means POSTURE FOUNDATION ® 



INSIST on "P-F"CANVAS SHOES made ONLY BY Hood Rubber and B.F. Goodrich Company 
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WESLEY ,CUTS THJE HERD 5 


W ESLEY sat on his horse and awaited the 
approach of the dust cloud that hung 
like a distant haze upon the cattle trail. By the 
size of the cloud he knew that it was created 
by a large herd. In this hot, dry country he did 
not envy the trail riders their task of keeping 
the cattle together and on the move. Well, it 
was every man to his own job—and Wesley’s 
job was neither easy nor earning of appreciation. 
He patted his breast pocket, to be sure that the 
papers were there. Then he hitched his belt and 
glanced down to see that his guns hung loose 
and ready. He had a feeling that this outfit 
would be hard to handle. 

The moving cloud had come close enough 
now so that the trotting cattle were dimly 
visible through the haze that their hoofs were 
churning up out of the powdery earth. With 
low-hanging heads and wide-spreading horns, 
they poured steadily across the mesa, in a liv¬ 
ing, tumultuous ribbon. Wesley judged that 
there must be well over a thousand head of 
cattle in the herd. 

The man riding the left poiht, who was appar¬ 
ently the straw boss, kneed his pony up to Wes¬ 
ley. His dust-caked face showed the strain of 
nursing the cattle over the long trail. Under 
the grime he had a stubble of black beard. His 
nose was wide and flattened, and the eyes which 
regarded Wesley with unconcealed hostility 
were small and red-rimmed. 

“Howdy,” Wesley said pleasantly. “Things 
going all right?” 

The rider pulled a small sack of tobacco from 
his shirt pocket, and with a practised hand rolled 
a cigarette. “Any concern of yours?” he asked, 
peering over cupped hands while he lit up. 
“Sure,” Wesley replied. “I’m the trail cutter.” 
"That’s a crying shame!” the rider replied 
with mock sympathy, as he turned his mount 
away. 

“Hold on!” Wesley called. “I aim to cut your 
herd—Lipian.” 

The man twisted in the saddle to face him. 
“I haven’t forgotten you either,” he said. “You’re 
the smart boy who tried to have us stopped 
last year. But we went through.” 

“I was trying to help the cutter then,” Wes¬ 
ley said. “This year I’m the trail cutter! And 
this year the job will be done!” 

“You won’t touch my herd!” Lipian gritted. 


“I’m behind schedule now, and we’re going 
right on through!” 

“I’m sorry if you’re late,” Wesley said pla- 
catingly. “I know how cantankerous these crit¬ 
ters can be. But it’s my job to cut out any strays 
that might have joined your herd in this state. 

“Here are my papers,” he added, holding them 
out for the rider’s inspection. “These are the 
brands I’m looking for. Cattle with these brands 
don’t belong in your herd.” 

Lipian flicked his eyes over the row of cattle 
brands, and at the state seal at the bottom of 
the document. “It’s right pretty,” he commented, 
“but as I told you, I’m not interested!” 

Wesley returned the papers to his pocket. 
Tension seemed to crackle between the two 
men. “You must have a reason for resisting 
a lawful inspection of your cattle,” Wesley said 
coldly. 

“My reason is that you fellows are a nuis¬ 
ance,” the rider blustered. “Even if your papers 
are genuine, your authority covers only this 
state. As soon as we cross the San Juan we’ll 
be out of your reach.” 

Two flank rider-, had come up in the mean¬ 
time, halting on each side of the trail cutter. 
They seemed even more disreputable than their 
leader. Their horses showed little sign of having 
been cared for. Wesley noted out of the corner 
of his eye that each of the new mounts bore a 
different brand. This was a ragtail outfit that 
certainly needed inspection. He tried to ignore 
the way in which the men had boxed him in. 

“You’re right about the state line,” he said. 
“But there’ll be plenty of time to cut your herd. 
It will be dark in about two hqurs, and you 
should be bedding down for the night. In the 
morning, about two hours’ drive should bring 
you to the badlands. Then, with luck, another 
hour should see you through to the San Juan 
River.” 

The trail boss sneered. “You’ve got it all 
figured out, huh? And where did you aim to 
cut the herd?” 

“There’s a natural spot for it, about the middle 
of the badland strip,” Wesley said. “The trail 
goes through a long gulley, where the cattle 
can’t move more than two abreast. I can check 
them as they come out, and separate those that 
don’t belong in your herd.” 
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*If you think you’re cutting any cattle out 
of my herd, you’re crazy,” Lipian said. He 
waved to his men to precede him. 

The young trail cutter dropped his hand to 
the butt of his forty-five. 

The straw boss stiffened. “I wouldn’t pull 
that, Sonny,” he said tensely. "I don't care who 
you think you are—you can’t buck a whole trail 
outfit,” 

“I have a job to do,” Wesley replied grimly. 
“I intend to cut your herd, even if I have to 
ride back to town to get a sheriff and a couple 
of deputies.” 

“Sure, pardner, you do just that,” the rider 
said. He burst into a loud guffaw and loped 
his horse after his outfit. 

Wesley reflectively rubbed his chin. The man 
had something up his sleeve. It would take Wes¬ 
ley about three hours to get back to town, and 
that long, plus another hour or two of hard 
riding, to get to the cutting out spot in the 
badlands. These cow waddies, tough as they 
seemed, would never resist three or four armed 
lawmen. Suddenly, Wesley knew what they in¬ 
tended doing. They meant to push the herd all 
night! By so doing, they would be across the 
state line before Wesley could return with 
enough force to ba<jk up his authority. 

Wesley had to go through with what he had 
started. He would have to make his play alone! 
He pointed his horse away from the trail and 
made a wide circle around the moving herd. 
Night fell as he rode, but he knew the country 
well and was able to maintain a steady pace 
over the rolling range. When he had put the 
cattle outfit well behind him, he returned to 
the trail and continued on his way. 

The rising moon cast wteird shadows across 
the rugged badlands. Wesley pushed along the 
trail until he came to the gulley where he in¬ 
tended to face the cattle outfit. He hobbled 
his horse and settled down to wait, rolling and 
smoking one cigarette after another. The joke 
would be on him, he realized, if they had bedded 
down for the night, for then he would have 
thrown away the chance to ride for help. But 
they did come, before another hour had passed. 
The stillness of the night was broken by the 
bawling of nervous cattle, expressing their re¬ 
sentment at being pushed through the night 
without rest. The point rider loomed in the 
moonlight. t 

Wesley rose to greet him, blocking the en¬ 


trance to the canyon. It was Lipian. 

“I didn’t think you would be fool enough to 
try it,” the man said. 

“I’m doing my job,” Wesley replied. “You’re 
not driving one head of cattle through this can¬ 
yon tonight. Pull them off the trail and bed 
them doubt, and I’ll inspect them in the morn¬ 
ing.” 

The herd had meanwhile drawn nearer, and 
began to bunch together, as the lead cattle hesi¬ 
tated to approach the figures that blocked their 
way. A man on foot was an especially. threat¬ 
ening phenomenon, and the trigger-nerved 
steers tossed their heads in near panic. 

A second rider came up. “What’s holding us 
up?” he asked fretfully. “The critters are ready 
to spook. If they break here, we’ll never be able 
to hold them!” 

“Get on your horse and get out of the way, 
trail cutter,” Lipian ordered. 

“And if I refuse to move?” Wesley asked. He 
was stalling for time, trying to bluff the man, 
desperately seeking some inspiration. 

“If you won’t move, you’ll stay here, lyin’ 
flat,” Lipian cried. He swung his horse around, 
pulled his gun, and leaned over in an attempt 
to club Wesley with the butt. 

Wesley leaped back against the rock wall. 
He knew Lipian would not dare to shoot, for 
a shot would stampede his cattle. It was then 
Wesley had his inspiration! He drew his gun 
in a flash. His first bullet struck Lipian’s hand, 
disarming him. The next five bullets were dis¬ 
charged into the air, each shot booming through 
the canyon like a thunder clap. The noise was 
swallowed up in the panic-stricken bellows of 
the stampeding herd. 

S EVERAL other riders who had come up to 
support their leader wheeled their ponies 
in consternation, to see the heaving mass of 
cattle breaking from the trail and pouring into 
the sage brush and gullies of the badlands. 

Wesley leisurely mounted his horse, while 
Lipian cursed him in impotent fury. “You stam¬ 
peded my cattle!” he stormed. 

Wesley smiled coldly. “I’m doing my duty,” 
he said. “I’ll be back after daybreak with the 
sheriff and a couple of men. We’ll help you 
round up the herd. But you’ll get only your 
heads—un derstand ?” 

THE END 
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CRIED 


EVERYONE KNEW 
«6P JONAS AS A 
WORTHLESS OLD 
SADDLE TRAMP, A 
MAN WHOSE WORD 
NEVER COULD BE 
BEUEVED i 


8ur neo JONAS 
SWORE HE'D SEEN 
A MURDER COMMIT¬ 
TED.'ONLY MOWTE 
HALE/ GIANT HERO 
OP THE WEST, 
BEUEVED K.BP 
WAS TELUNS THE 
TRUTH l 


CAN MONfTE 
MALE'S BLAZING 
GUNS SAYE.... 

rue mah 

WHO CZIBD 

MU&OEfZ? 



WHAT IS ^ DON'T PAY HIM 
HE TALKING I ANY MIND, MR. 


' THAR X WAS, SURROUNDED BY A 
HUNDRED BLOODTHIRSTY INDIANS! 
I SHOT THE CHIEF SQUARE 
BETWIXT HIS EYES l THEN X RODE 
AWAY, WITH THE WHOLE HOWUNG 
PACK CLOSE AT MY HEELS: 


J HALE .' THAT'S RED 
JONAS...THE WORST 
UAR IN TOWN i HE'S 
ALWAYS MAKING UP 
STORIES TO CADGE 
v- _A P RINK l 


WHAT A FIGHT l X NEVER SAW 
THE LIKE OF IT IN ALL y-- 

my ufe : y^r-T 
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YUH LOW-POWN SADDLE TRAMP.' I'M 
GOINS TO TEACH YUH A SOOP 
LESSON i 


i) HOW ABOUT HELPING 
y«E OUT, STRANGER. ? 
I’D BE MIGHTY GRATEFUL 
"TO YUH FER BUYING . 
MMEA DRINKT ^ 


v GET YORE 
FILTHY 
I PAW OFF 
ME i 


"HE DIONT 
MEAN ANV 
HARMi y 
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BRRRl shore 

IS BLOWING UP A 
COLD WIND i IT 
ISN'T A FIT NIGHT 



r AND HE'S CONFABBING WITH 

JOHN ALLAN, THE TOWN 
BANKER l WONDER WHAT 
JOHN ALLAN WOULO HAVE 
TO DO WITH THAT ORNERY 
TROUBLEMAKER ? h 



JUST THE SAME, X WANT A 8IGGBR SPLIT OR l XL 
LEAVE A NOTE PER THE SHERIFF TELUNG HIM THE 

TRUTH ABOUT WHO'S BEHIND THESE STAGE _: 

. ROBBERIES j —-"^ 

— ”"Z •rd IN THAT CASE, X 

^•*253@P5^/5SE----C^^H HAVEN'T ANY 

y choice none 

ire-"-- r! t U X)\ AT Au - 1 


-- 1 I'VE BEEN ROBBING \ AFTER ALL, X 

STAGECOACHES OUT OF SUPPLY THE 

BROKEN FORK PER NEARLY A ) ROUTES AND 
YEAR, ALLAN I I TAKE ALL /MASTERMIND THE 

THE RISKS—AND YOU ,-—WHOLE OPERATION 

COLLECT MOST OF J NONE OF THE OTHER 
THE MONEY i SUNSLINGERS WORKING FOR 

fcfrr r 1 ME HAVE MADE ANY 

£gs> COMPLAINTS : ---si 
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X CAN'T TRUST YOU ANY MORE AND THAT MAKES 
'—- —YOU TOO DANGEROUS TO LIVE i 


SOMEBODY WAS HIDING IN THAT ALLEY l HE 

AAltemWK ereM r-./—. 1 -- 


&ATER, IN MONTE HALE'S HOTEL ROOM 


MUST’VE SEEN AND HEARD EVERYTHING THAT 
■»—-HAPPENED.' 


REO JONAS I THIS IS NO ) I HAD TO TALK TO SOME- 

HOUR OF THE NIGHT TO J BODY, MR. HALE i YO’RE 
WAKE UP ANYBODY/^-AthE ONLY HOMBRE IN TOWN 
—Or --\ (hiWHO MIGHT BELIEVE ME ' 


YUH DO BELIEVE ) I'M SORRY/ 
ME, DON'T YUH, J JONAS i 
MR.HALE? _^THIS SOUNDS 

___ LIKE ANOTHER OF 

ti~A r W YOUR wild tales : 

W€A V/T> I KNOW JOHN 
||// 1/ ALLAN'S REPUTA- 

I WA TION AND he's NOT 
I W/k \ V THE MURDERING 

Ji/ \ °V /Jk type l . 


BUT IF YOU INSIST, I'LL GO A 
WITH YOU TO THE PLACE l-> 
WHERE YOU SAY THE KILLING 
TOOK PLACE .' WE'LL SEE IF WE 
CAN FIND ANY CLUES TO BACK 

UP YOUR STORY Ly -—-— 

THANKS, 

IBB flfly MR.HALEi x 
SMB JMfif SWEAR , THIS 

■ H time i'm telling 

THE TRUTH ' 


.... AND I JUST STAYED LONG 
ENOUGH TO SEE BANKER ALLAN 
CARTING OFF THE BODY OF THIS 
HERE HOMBRE i y._ r 
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S-SOMEBODY GET DOWN J 
TRIED TO j WHOEVER IT 
MURDER / IS HAS A GOOD 
MEi y t*U \—EVEN IN 

tft-TT ,-'"C THE PARK.' 


YES, IT MIGHT HAVE/ BUT 
WITHOUT ANY EVIDENCE TO 
SUPPORT YOUR STORY i J 
I'M AFRAID..-- 


^1 STILL THINK YOU'RE CRAZY, RED ' BUT THAT BULLET 

WAS REAL ENOUGH. 1 LET'S GO.' YOU'D BETTER TELL 
YOUR STORY TO THE SHER IFF i —_-rj: 


I RECKON HE'S 
HIGH-TAILED IT BY 
NOWi BUT HE WAS 
AIMING AT YOU i 
SURE ENOUGH 


ULP J IT-IT MUST HAVE BEEN 
BANKER ALLAN i HE-HE 
MUST KNOW I'M THE ONE 
WHO SAW HIM COMMIT THE . 
MURDER! ?.i.. --T''' 


I'M INCLINED TO AGREE WITH 
THE SHERIFF, RED' ~<Z 
ARE YOU A0SOLUTELV 
CERTAIN YOU SAW A MUROER 

HAPPEN ? y~— --—-C" 

hn | I SHORE AM i 

|jj\ W MR- HALE : I RECKON 
lj|\ If NOBODY IN THIS TOWN 
|g|\ I! 16 eVER GOING TO 
|§§*|gL BELIEVE ME! 


PROBABLY JUST SOMEONE TRY¬ 
ING TO SCARE RED, MONTE/ 
RED JONAS HAS SEEN A 
MIGHTY BIS NUISANCE TO 
PEOPLE HEREABOUTS.'MY 
ADVICE IS TO FORGIT THE 
WHOLE THING/ 


YUH WOKE ME UP > 
JUST ON ACCOUNT OF 
A CRAZY YARN LIKE 
THIS? I'M SURPRISED 
AT YUH, MONTE HALE 1 
EVERY HOMBRE WITH 
THE SENSE OF A 
LIZARD KNOWS THAT . 
REO JONAS IS A 
LIARi 
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PLACE LOOKS QUIET ENOUGH i I RECKON Mff* PUSACS' 
FULLY ASLEEP, REO 1 ijnffnil l»ll II ■ 


THERE'S STILL OKIE LAST 
CARD TO PLAV, JONAS J 
WE'LL RIDE OUT TO JOHN 
ALLAN'S HOUSE TO SEE 
WHAT WE CAN RUSTLE UP 
IN THE WAV OF ^ 
EVIDENCE L 


THAT'S THE PRIVATE CEMETERY 
WHAR THE ALLAN FAKAiLV ALWAYS 
BURIES ITS DEAD.' I'LL WAGER 
IT AIN'T A MEMBER OF THE 
FAMILY THEY'RE LAYING v 
TO REST.' 


LOOK UP THAR,MR. HALE I ATOP THAT 
HILL WHERE THOSE MEN ARE STAND¬ 
ING : -; 

VTT JUMPING HORNED TOADS' 


IF THIS WERE AN ORDINARY FUNERAL,THEY WOULDN'T 
START SHOOTING AT ANYONE WHO DROPPED IN i 
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YUH CAN'T SCARE ME ! THAR'S 
A POSSE OF FOURTEEN 
HOM8RES RIDING HERE AT 
THIS MINUT 
DANGLING 


<&S REO JONAS DIVERTS THE 
OTHERS WITH HIS STORY.. . 


X RECKON THEY'LL 
BELIEVE YOUR 
STORY THIS TIME, 
•JONAS i THAT 
DEAD MAN BACK 


GOOD 1C 
THAT LAST 
HELPED 
AND HIS 


















































^ niffy—Aef'i If 
A STREAMLINED honey 

ometer that'll put mera tip in awry vanturel "Cadet" It sturdy, bulldog 
trip! Gat yours now. You'll ba the laugh. Built ta taka it) Eaty to In- 
leader. Yeur bike will ba tha ana stall. A»k for it—by nema—of yaur 
ta laad ... to clock tha mileage ... bicycle thop sr deportment itora. 

''(tty/ . £ 

+• terrific features 

• Sturdy, oheck-proof mechanism. 

• Weatherproof cate. 

• Giant, eesy-to-re«d dial 

• Shatterproof plastic Ian*, 
swaep-acfian pointer. 

' tilent w 

TEWARY-WARNER BIKE SPEEDOMETERS 



| Offer void wherever taxed or reetrieted. Expins SepL 30,1853 











MONTE HALE WESTERN 



[ THAT'S RIGHTj J 
OLD SUCK J AND 
1 JUST FOUND OUT 
SOMETHING VERY 
interesting; 2 


CHEERFUL PEOPLE 
RESIST DISEASE ? 


THAT’S 

RIGHT.' 


— /T J S THE SURLY BIRD 

THAT CATCHES _ 

THE GERM' J - 


IF THAT’S THE CASE, 

J GUESS WE CAN SAY- 









































found < 
[GtrtmtlAHYrHM] 
^T^to/jfVrYET'ad 


.ON THE RIGHT WSURE UOpT 

fflTRACK-tf^/ gyS 0 -' j f 


9 (don't give up/ we have to)/wish w 

DISCOVER SOMETHING/ (STAYED/ 
s 5 je®jjfLFiRST»-- 


''wow! LOOK! A> 


'hey/this] 


i NEW PLACE TO J 
.BUY DUBBLE \ 

b ubble!) 


>IS WORTH Vglad\J 
IdiscoveringOtm AN'v 
^ 7 \rx=r( EXP1 - 0RER ) 
v* V viNowyH 


BEIN6 AN 

> explorer! 

^\IS WORK!) 


OriP'PEE.' 


AVA/LABLE\ 
ALL Ol/ER THE I 


Wbbee BUBBLE HAS 
THAT SWEET FLAVOR 
THAT LASTS SO LONG* 


z like the Funnies, 

FACTS AND FORTUNES 

ON THE WRAPPERS! 


fleer's IS STILL 
ONLY A PENNY/ 


.GOSH, PAW, 


(GROAN) < 
’I HURT MY 
BACK, BETSY: 


WHAT’S THE 
MATTER ? < 


TROUBLE! 


DO YUH 
WANT THE 
POROUS 
PLASTERS. 
l BETSY? 


— I WANT THE 
BES7EST < 
PLASTERS, NOT 
THE POOREST ! 


)HORTLY AFTER., 


► OF COURSE< 
NOT.' THEY’RE 
• FOR MY ^ 
PAW— J/ 


r GIVE ME SOME < 

PLASTERS, PLEASE. 






















































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



• AND THAT'S HOW I 
LICKED THEM FOUR 
B> VARMINTS/ f 


SLY JONES, THAT'S ALMOST 


■ I WOULDN'T ) 

| CALL YOU A 
LIAR/ THATS) 
>A FIGHTIN' < 
WORD/BUT I \ 
,DO BELIEVE YOU 
STRETCH THE J 
> TRUTH A 
( MITE /) 


INSULTING/ EVERY WORD 
I SPEAK IS GOSPEL y^S 

I,.. 
























MONTE HALE WESTERN 



\JjL/T7ZE LATER, LHSLYS WOS’M’SUOtK. 


GABBY WHENEVER YOU 
SHOOT A JACK:RABBIT, YOU 
CLAIM IT WAS A BULLMOOSE/ 
r BET YOU CAN’T GO FROM 
NOW TILL SUNDOWN ' 5 —“'V 
WITHOUT TELLING ^ I V 
SOME WHOPPER/J CAN 


I DARE YOU TO BACK 
THAT CLAIM/ IF YOU^ 
SET CAUGHT IN A 
WHOPPER BETWEEN \ 
NOW AND SUNDOWN,/ 
YOU GIVE ME ^ 
CORKER/ AGREED?/-, 


HEH-HEH' THIS 
HERE’S A FOOT- 
& PRINT/ y— 


WHAT IN 
■ TARNATION IS 
THAT, SLYfl 


gabby's BOUND 


AFTER HE SPOTS THESE ^ 
TRACKS HE’LL COME BACK 
TELLING US HE'S SEEN AN 
ANIMAL BIGGER THAN AN . 
ELEPHANT/ I’LL OWN r-^ 
l CORKER BEFORE J 

\ SUNDOWN/;- 

_YOU’RE 

(shore sly, 











































MONTE HALE WESTERN 




UP OVERLOADED CANNON BLOWS UP, CLEAR/NS AWAY THE, 
TOPSO/L AND EXPOSING A DEPOStr BURIED IN THE ) 


BALLS OF FIRE.' I'VE GOT TO GIT 
TO TOWN AND TELL THE BOYS 
g—rABOUT THIS! T 


































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



GABBY, YOU NEVER SAW 


LAUGH IF YUH J 
want; BOYS, A. 
BUT I JUST SHOT) 
A VARMINT < 

' THAT'S BIGGER 1 
THAN AN 
ELLYPHANT/J 


ANYTHING EXCEPT SOME 
TRACK'S I MADE MY OWN 
SELF, WALKING ON STILTS: 

SO WHEN YOU CLAIM ^ 
s YOU SAW A MONSTER l 
[ VARMINT. THATS A J 
L WHOPPER f itfAM 


iYOU LOOK ALL ] DID A 
1 TATTERED/ J PRAIRIE 

DOG TURN 
r ON YOU? 


GABBY, WHAT 
HAPPENED? 


LOOK YONDER/ ^ 

THAR’S THE MONSTER 
~r I SHOT/ j-r-’’' 


ITS STILL A 


IF YUH SHOTA 


STILTS, HUH? YOU > 
" TRICKED ME/ TAKE 
THIS, YUH LOW-POWN 
COYOTE/ -J-/ 


. MONSTER, 
WHERE’S THE 
CARCASS? 


COME ON/ 
I’LL SHOW 
-r YUH/ji 


"GABBY TOLD THE 

BIGGEST WHOPPER 
“5 OF ALL .. AND IT^M 
=7 TURNED OUT TO J 

Sj®E THUS!y^Z 


OF COURSE, I DON'T NEED 
TO MENTION THAT BY a 
THE TIME I SHOT IT, T —* 
IT HAD BEEN DEAD 
A MILLION YEARS' ) j 



































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



Tflt 

•STOLEN 

SK-GON-' 


£5reve hansen 

WAS DESPERATE *« 

AND so HE ©roue A 
SIX-SUN l HE US60 IT 
TO SuASTHIS WAY TO 
SAFETY. 

BUT STEVE DIDN'T 
KNOW THAT THE SON 
HE'D TAKEN BEUONSeO 
TO THE ©IANT COWBOY, 
MONTE HALE i 
THAT'S A MISTAKE 
THAT STEVE HANSEN 
WILL NEVER, NEVER 
MAKE AS AIN i 


PW, AS MONTE HALE ENTERS A DtNlNS ROOM, 


YOU HEARD ME t 
YOU CAN'T GO INTO 
THAT DINING ROOM 
WEARING YOUR J 
SUN i 


EXCUSE ME, WHAT 

DID YOU SAY ? 




j-VvLlVi 


























































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



THAT'S L WHe-eW i NEXT *■* 

, RIGHT, A TIME |*UU BE MOR* 
SHERIFF/ J CAREFUL TALKING 
~-—Y TD STRANGERS/ tO 
Ty^l HATe TO HAVE Y0U 
MAP AT ME i 


OH, THAT'S 
DIFFERENT.' I 
THOUGHT YOU WERE 
JUST SOME RANNie 
SPOILING FOR A 
FIGHT' A 


RECKON I'LL STORE THESE SMOKE POLES OVER 
HERE ' THE HOMBRES CAN PICK 'E/V\ UP WHEN 
THEY LEAVE THE DINING RO.... HEY ' 

X KNOW THAT FELLER' ^ 


YOU'RE STEVE HANSEN ---WANTED PER ROBBING THE 
BANK IN CHILHATHE i I JUST GOT A a 
♦WANTEO"POSTER ON YOU L — < 


BUT NOW THAT YUH 
KNOW ME, X OPINE 
I'LL BE MOVING ELSE¬ 
WHERE J DON'T TRY 
TO STOP ME OR YUH 
MAY STOP LIVING l 


YUH CAN'T 


HANSEN 



























































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



I’LL BRINS YOU 

IN OR...0HHJ 


r COULD'VE KILLED YUH, 
5HERIFP BUT I'LL LET YUH 
LIVE—AS A WARNING TO ANY¬ 
BODY ELSE WHO TRIES TO 
TANGLE WITH ME i_ 


WOOMENTB LATER — [THAT HOMBRE MADE TWO 

i r‘ .. . . BAD MISTAKES l FIRST; HE 

it was S*STCV£ HANSEN; ] shot down a lawman- 

HE ©HOT ME WITH YOUR . -- 

gun,monte; <y-T7 __ 


'YUH SHORE CAN, > 
. MR. HALETHAT'9 
\ MY SHOOTING IRON, 
) AND I'D BE PLUMB 
HONORED TO HAVE 
YUH HANDLE IT i . 


STEVE HANSEN'S GOT A 
600D HEAD STORT/ BUT 1 
RECKON YOU CAN PICK UP 
HIS TRAIL, EH, PARDNER ? J 



JUST AS PAR SOUTH AS >1 
YOUR PADDLEBOAT WILL 1 
TAKE ME i CAPTAIN i HERE'S 
THE MONEY FOR MY J 
V PASSAGE i JH 


YOU'LL FIND YOUR CABIN ^ CANT BE TOO , 
ON 0 DECK ! WE'RE J SOON FOR ME L 
SHOVING OFF IN A FEW / I'M ANXIOUS TO 
. MINUTES ; SHAKE OFF THE 

\P“^-V DUST of THIS 
IT l/r^-sSN, TERRITORY J 

























































MONTE HALE WESTERN 


5AY, THIS SUN BELONGS TO * 
MONTE HALE i I'VE TANSLEO 
WITH HIM BEFORE i I RECKON 
I'LL KEEP IT i IT'S BROUGHT 
ME LUCK 

so far i 


YOU'LL NEVER 
Z RECKON 


A FELLER 

ANSWERING YORE ^ 
DESCRIPTION BOARDED 
THE PADDLEBOAT.' 

15 HE A FRIEND/<«« 

OF YOURS" • 


'NOT EXACTLV. 

HE BORROWED 
<• SOMETHING < 
FROM ME AND 
FORGOT TO 
RETURN IT l , 


THIS HORSESHOE BEND IN THe RIVER FORCES 
BOATS "TO TRAVEL A ROUNDABOUT ROUT* TO 
REACH HERE l I <SOT HERB AW SAP OF IT/ 


THAT STEAMBOAT WILL MOVE FAST THROUGH 
THESE WATERS! THEY'RE SAID TO BE INFESTED 
WITH RIVER PIRATESi BUT THERE'S STILL _ 
ONE HOPE OF CATCHING UP i 


ONLY ONE TROUBLE 1 
WE MUST BE 
OVER TWO HUNDRED 
FEET ABOVE THE 
WATER AND J& 
THERE'S NO 
WAV DOWN : 


rEiSHHH 










































MONTI HAL! WESTERN 


WE'RE STILL. ALIVE - - - PROVIDED WE CAN SET SACK 
TO THE SURFACE IN TIME i ^ , , - 


<9ut the sound of the 


UW-OW l WE'VE 
FOUND OUR 
HOMBREi BUT 
HE'S FOUND US, 
TOO ! __ 


IT'S MONTE HALE HE 
MUST BE FOLLOWING ME 


^WE CAN'T OVER¬ 
TAKE THE BOAT BV 
SWIMMING EITHER. 
I’D BETTER MAKE 
THIS THROW GOOD 














































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



THE PADDLE HAS STOPPED / SOMETHIN© 1» 
WRONG i I'D SETTER CLIMB UP ON DECK PO* 
■ —. A LOOK l - mfg * 


THE ROPE'S CAUGHT/ AMD THE TURNING* RADDLES 
WILL PULL US UP ALONGSIDE THE STEAMBOAT l 


/AS MONTE REACHESTW6 STEAM¬ 
BOAT'S DECK.... 


RIVER PIRATES! THEY MUST , 
. HAVE BEEN HIDING ON BOARDJ 


X RECKON WE'VE GOT THINGS UNDER CONTROL. 










































MONTE HALE WESTERN 



YOR* SUPPOSED TD8EA 
WOT HAW WITH A GUN, 
H*I*i LET'S SEE YUH 


.~v/ r dion nr > 

WANT TO 
( SHOOT THIS GUN 
\ OUT OF HIS 
HAND L I'VE . 
I BEEN AFTER < 

/ rr too lon© 

TO LET ANY HARM 
COME TO IT a 
NOW l sA 


DOCK AT THE NeXT TOWN, 

\ CAPTAIN ! WE'VE GOT SOM 
I OCCUPANTS FOR A UAILL 
I I'LL GO SAY HELLO TO 
' PARDNERjHE'S SWIMMING 
i ALONGSIDE . 


/ He helped capture a gang ' 

OF RIVER PIRATES, CHASED A 
MURDEROUS DESPERADO, AND 
RISKEO HIS LIFE A DOZEN TIMES 
TO GET THAT GUN BACK J ANY¬ 
BODY WHO TRIES TO TAKE IT 
AWAY FROM HIM AGAIN WILL 
-t BE LOCO i 


YOU BEAT HIM TO 
THE DRAW i WHY 
DID YOU SHOOT AT 
THE CHANDELIER. ? 
SEEMS TO ME YOU 
TOOK A LONS y 
CHANCE i 
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AIR RIFLE CIRCULAR INCLUDING CATALOG 


DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY, DEPT. B-122, PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U. S. A. 











BULOVA " R,ST 


WATCH 


Hand Out Only 20 

ENLARGEMENT 

FREE 


Send 


Today 


FOUNTAIN 


Pri 


• Your original returned 

! y Sparkling, Simulated 
f BIRTHSTONE 

nRING'' 


Offer of 

BIG 
zes 

GIVEN 

Think of enjoying such a smart, new accurate 17 Jewel, 
BULOVA WRIST WATCH in the charm and color of 
yellow gold (choice of Man’s or Lady’s) PLUS a surprise gift and 
a sparkling, simulated BIRTHSTONE RING (correct for your 
month of birth) PLUS Pen and Pencil Set, PLUS a full 26-piece 
set of plated SILVERWARE, PLUS your choice of a Woman’s or Girl’s gor¬ 
geous, new DRESS in the latest style and correct size . . . ALL SIX ARE 
SENT just for helping us get acquainted with new customers by handing out 
or mailing only twenty enlargement coupons FREE to friends or relatives as 
per our premium letter. 

Please send us your favorite snapshot right away for a 
true-to-life, 5x7 inch enlargement and handsome “Movie¬ 
tone” frame so you can tell friends about our beautiful enlarging 
when handing out the get-acquainted coupons. Just mail us your 
favorite snapshot, print or negative NOW and pay postman only 
19c plus postage when your treasured enlargement arrives and the 
“Movietone” frame is included at NO COST as our get-acquainted 

gift. Limit of 2 to a customer. Send no money. Your original returned with 
your enlargement and frame. Please include the color of hair and eyes with 
each snapshot for our bargain offer on a second enlargement beautifully hand 
tinted in natural, life-like, oil eolors. Get your 20 enlargement coupons to hand 
out free. 

We want you to see for yourself how much delightful 
enjoyment a framed enlargement of your favorite snap¬ 
shot or small picture of your loved one will bring you . . . also how 
hand coloring gives an enlargement greater beauty, sparkle and life. Send to¬ 
day for your sample enlargement and frame. Enjoy such a surprise gift, won¬ 
derful ring, pen and pencil set, silverware, dress and wrist watch. 


PEN and 
AUTOMATIC 
PENCIL SET 

DEAN STUDIOS 


SILVER 


WARE 













